she loves competitions. There was that ridiculous
quiz on the radio at which she won a flat-iron as
heavy as a tank, which needed an athlete to move it
over the linen. She had answered, in perfect good
faith, a number of crafty questions, put by knowing
examiners, on the subject of secret affinities, a sort
of dress-rehearsal for the* Last. Judgement. It was I
who wrote that letter for her, the letter of "parting".
How we laughed over it! "How do you come to know
so much about it?" she asked me with obvious un-
easiness. I told her that I liked writing down every-
thing that came into my mind. "Does everything come
into your mind?" she said: Mo you already know
what to say when you want to leave me?"

The end of the letter was a bit scamped. Those
were the days when our love was still a delicate
growth, a bit like playing at love: we were afraid of
launching out on what lay ahead.

It was the sight of her small face looking at me
from a hospital bed (she had had an accident) which
made the final bond between us. A cyclist coming too
fast down a hill had knocked her over. I shall never
forget her damp hair on the pillow, still smelling
of the street, of rain, of recent sweat. For the first
time we shared a silence that was filled with hope.
There are dramas, I am certain of it, which bring us
help, dramas which bring not destruction, but a
guarantee of how much there is to live for, dramas
which keep happiness intact. Do you remember,
Juliette, how hard I had to work to produce a
smile?

Fran9ois was suddenly seized by a hideous and
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